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These Books Startled the World— 


They Made Men Think As Never Before 


The books whose titles are given below are by the greatest and the most 
original thinkers the world has ever known. 

Our modern civilization, the product largely of the tremendous advances in 
knowledge of the last half century—the age of Darwin and his fellow 
scientists—is the concrete expression of the thought contained in 


The Library of the World’s Greatest Scientists 
DARWIN--SPENCER—-HUXLEY—TYNDALL—-LOMBROSO 
Books That Agitated Society Prof. Lombroso’s Book on Criminology 


These great scientists studied life As an illustration of the wide scope 
from every angle. They will help you of this set, there is the volume on The 
solve its problems. They will open Female Offender, by Prof. Lombroso. 
your eyes to an understanding vf its . 
mysteries—to an appreciation of its 
potentialities. 

The story told in The Origin of in the picture he draws of one aspect 
Species ts as wonderful as any tale of 
oriental enchantment. ‘This book rev- : yp ¥ ; 
olutionized modern thought. {t Social Evil is as old as creation. ‘The 
stirred society with a revolutionary lair of “The Scarlet Woman” is located 
ferment. Where formerly there was in almostevery community. No study 
chaos of speculation and theory, it of Sociology therefore is complete that 
substituted a revelation of Nature’s does not take into account her malign 
immutable laws. 

We are seeing the results of the ap- 
plication of these laws in the physical 
and mental improvement of the human 
race. ‘Their application to economic , ming: 
problems has already added untold scope and systematic character of his 


millions to the wealth of nations 


No more startling revelations can be 


found anywhere than those contained 


of the underworld in this book. The 


influence, and the correct measures 
necessary to combat that influence. 
Prof. Lombroso’s work made an epoch 
in criminology because of the wide 
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Tramp, Tramp, Tramp 

1? YOU EVER stand and watch soldiers: go by, led by 

their band of music? And did you ever feel within your 
breast those sensations of mingled pride, hope, and fear which 
nothing elsein your life could ever evoke? Surely; and you 
recall it all most vividly. And every time the 
companies of any regiment parade the street you 
run to the window, if, indeed, you cannot get 
outside in time. And when the regiment starts 
for the front—ah, there’s the big event! It grips 
you. It grips you like a thousand hands; hands 
that inspire while they commiserate; hands that 
impart strength though prompting an internal 
sob; hands that fire with patriotic impulse above 
such conviction of profoundest pathos that you do 
not know yourself at all. You are different from 
what you thought. You are a conglomeration of 
all degrees of sensibility, impressionability. You 
mistrust yourself. Sense seems to have left you 
for the most part. 
What is this transposition, if not displacement, of everyday 
You say to yourself, ** This war business is a new one 
War is unholy. War is an anachronism. It is a bad 
relic from the past. It belongs to wicked, unclean, brutal, 
senseless savagery. What has it got to do with civilization?” 
So the horror of it all sweeps before your outraged vision. 

But these fine soldiers marching—mighty men! Mighty 
men because they have set their faces ahead, their eyes looking 
clear to the future good of their kind. They have discovered 
the meaning of the present and its meaning for humanity—what 
it augurs for coming generations. Our soldiers preserve within 
their highest consciousness a great conception of proportion as it 
must apply to justice, to civilization, to righteous progress. 
They have conserved to t*e everlasting good of their nation, 
their country, their homeland, one great and simple idea, an 
idea which embodies the force of all character. They will lay 
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They will fight as 
Atro- 


down their lives for what must be won. 
strong men those battles which shall protect the weak. 
cious infamy shall be defeated! 

Let us cheer our soldiers as they go by. 
valor in their loyal step, their splendid faces. 
fixed on the goal. Would we were in their ranks, 
and like them commanding that supreme emo- 
tion—a worthy patriotism! 


Let us read their 
Their gaze is 


Sixes and Sevens 
EFORE the war King Alfonso was the most 
popular monarch in Europe. Even yet, he 
is as widely esteemed as a president whose post- 
masterships are all under civil service. 
* 

Once in a while you run across a man who 
isn’t so dead set on minding everybody else’s 
business that he’ll mind his own. 

& 

All you have to do to be elected President 
is to convince New York that the West is for 
convince the West that New York isn’t. 

x 

The chances are that the Kaiser would have lost out even 
without the support he has incurred in the United States 
Senate. 





you, and 


& 

Lots of Democrats pray for Wilson’s success as well as for 
his successor. 

& 

We hope to see the day when Congress will not dare 
to pass any more of those “pork” bills unless they benefit 
our district. 

& 

Some men who think they are giving aid and comfort to the 

Kaiser are far more guilty of egotism than of treason. 
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THE 


HE Cavalier yielded the Daughter 

of the Nile to a Roman Senator 

and sought the far end of the 
veranda. Across the lawn lay the polo 
field, a grey and lifeless lake in the moon- 
light; beyond it a wavering line of Jap- 
anese lanterns marked the parking space, 
crowded with cars. From within came 
the rhythmic pulsations of a popular 
fox trot. 

He perched his blue velvet person on 
the veranda rail, settled his back com- 
fortably against a pillar and fumbled in 
the gold lace of his tunic. Presently he 
drew forth a cigarette and a box of 
matches. Holding these in one hand he 
adjusted the curtain of his domino with 
the other, placed the cigarette between 
his lips and struck a light. The carefully 
arranged curtain dropped into place en- 
shrouding the cigarette, and the match, 
burning low, touched his fingers with 
flame. He threw it from him hastily. 

“Damn!” said the Cavalier. 

“Oh!” came a voice from the shadows. 
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By STEWART WELLS 


The Cavalier turned abruptly and— 
beheld the Baby Girl. 

A torrent of black curls tumbled un- 
restrained from under her baby cap. A 
broad pink sash marked an absurdly low 
waist line in the bewitchingly shapeless 
mass of lace that made up her short 
frock, and her white-socked feet snuggled 
demurely in the smallest possible pair of 
pink satin pumps. Altogether, the Baby 
Girl was pleasant to look upon. One 
took the face under the dainty mask for 
granted. 

The Cavalier clattered to his feet and 
swept the floor with his ostrich plume 
in deep obeisance. 

‘**A thousand pardons, Baby Girl,” he 
said, ‘I was unaware that I had blun- 
dered into the nursery. The match”—he 
began to explain 

““Don’t mention it—again,” said the 
Baby Girl. 

“Consider the subject dropped,”’ said 
the Cavalier. 

“The subject,” warned the Baby Girl, 














THE FOX HUNTER OF THE FUTURE 


YOUNGEST PRIiunC ess 


“‘dropped there, on the corner of the rug. 
It grows brighter every minute!” 

The Cavalier smothered the smoulder- 
ing rug beneath his heel. 

“Am I the first damsel in distress,” 
queried the Baby Girl, “that you have 
rescued? You are a Prince, aren’t you?” 
she added doubtfully. 

Her voice was charming. The Cava- 
lier hastened to reassure her. 

“T am the Prince of Perhaps,” he an- 
nounced, ‘You are not the first damsel 
I have rescued, but you are the only one.” 

The Baby Girl laughed adorably. 

‘A pretty speech, Sir Prince,” she said. 
‘“*Sit here beside me,”’ and she made room 
for him on the settee. “I am not really a 
Baby Girl, you know,” she confided as he 
seated himself, “I am the Youngest 
Princess.” 

“Yes, I know,” sympathized the Cava- 
lier, “‘and you have six unattractive sis- 
ters who force you to sit all day in the 
nursery while they attend the parties.” 

“Yes, of course,” assented the Young- 











est Princess, ‘“‘and my father, the wicked 
King Convention, keeps me locked up in 
the Castle and never allows me to play 
with Princes.” 

“A fig for your father and all your ugly 
sisters,” said the Cava- 
lier. “You see, I am 
here.” 

“To rescue me?” asked 
the Youngest Princess. 

“For no other pur- 
pose,” declared the Cava- 
lier solemnly. 

“Then why don’t you 
begin,” she queried. 

“T am thinking,” said the Cavalier. 

“Of me?” she said softly. 

“Of you,” he admitted, “and of the end 
of the story.” 

“What is the end of the story?” 
asked the Youngest Princess. 

“After I have taken you away from 
your detestable relatives,’ he explained, 
“T must carry you to my own castle, 
and there, of course, we shall have to live 
happily ever after. They all do, you 
know.” 

The Youngest Princess tossed her curls. 

“And do you think that would be so 
very difficult?” she asked. 

“T was thinking,” he answered, “that 





it would be entirely too easy. May I 
smoke?” 
“Of course, you poor man, wait a 


moment.” She drew a hairpin from be- 
neath her cap and with it tore a jagged 
hole in the curtain of his mask. Her fin- 
gers touched his face in the process 
cool, fragrant fingers. 
“Thank you, most 
Princesses,” he said. 
In the glare of the match two blue eyes 
smiled at him. The Cavalier was partial 
to blue. He sank back against the cush- 
ions, his sword upright between his knees. 
““Now to get back to our rescue,” he 
said, ‘how does one proceed?” 
‘“*What a question, from a Prince!” she 
laughed. 


considerate of 


““An inexperienced Prince,” he cor- 
rected. 
“True,”’ she admitted, “then attend. 


First you must grasp your sword like 


REGULATING 


this!” She curled her slender fingers 
about the hilt. 
“T see,” said the Cavalier, and he 


obeyed so promptly that his hand im- 
prisoned hers. She did not seek to free it. 

“You are learning,” she said, “you 
have killed my wicked father.” 

“T am a willing pupil,” he assured her. 

“Can’t you do amy rescuing by your- 
self?’’ she pouted. 

“T can try!” said the Cavalier. 

An Irish lace baby cap sank against 
his gold-embroidered cloak. 

“Ralph, you old stupid,” said the 
Youngest Princess, “‘I suspected you 
from the first and I knew you for certain 
as soon as I felt your silly little mustache. 
You know perfectly well who I am, 
confess!” 

“Of course, I do!” declared the Cava- 
lier. 


But his name was Billy—and he didn’t. 





TOY TRAFFIC 


Phyllis 
O Phyllis thus I spake: “ Your name 
Suggests to me alluring things,— 
Dryads that dance on upland lawns, 
And the blithe caperings of fauns, 
And naiads white in woodland springs! 


” 


To Phyllis thus I spake: “‘ Your name 
Means glamour and romance to me,— 

Lovers that stray beneath the moon, 

And nightingales that sing in tune 
Adown the dales of Arcady!” 


But Phyllis dear, I grieve to say, 
To cool the ardor of my flame, 
Drew herself up “divinely tall,” 
And made a face!— ’Twas not at all 
In keeping with her Grecian name! 
—Clinton Scollard. 


A Veterans’ Reunion 
Uncle Tom’s Cabin recently played at 
East Lynn, Mass. 
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DOING HIS UTMOST 


Herr Bratwurst, having failed in an attempt to blow up the aqueduct, returns home and 
ruthlessly turns on both kitchen faucets. 
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‘As you see, it’s reasonably bright, even with the dimmers on. 
Now, I'll turn it on full and 
“Please go no further, Mr. Petcock. This is not the Winter 
Garden. We must remember that JuDcE is a clean, family paper, 
going each week into hundreds of thousands of American homes.” 

















CRIMINAL ETHICS 

OR MY PART I am dead tired of all this talk about a 

criminal being a saint. I wonder that any self-respecting 
convict stands for it. 

Don’t worry over his sensitive nature. It is stronger than 
you think. His feelings may go deeper than 
perhaps a blush. 

No, but we are assured by the experts that 
there is no difference between the makeup of the 
convict and the ordinary man. 

Which is a bit hard on the convict, don’t you 
think? For he has extraordinary talents, as you 
know. That fellow whom cook pitied so, and then 
fed up till he recovered his full strength and was 
able to lift all the silver, and without being sus- 
pected till quite far away. 

Oh, that was a sneak thief, and just what you 
would expect. 

Expect? Good Heavens, man, do you mean 
that you would prefer he should have knocked 
cook senseless first, and so done the job on a 
bigger scale? And cooks so hard to get! 

Not at all, but I was thinking of the class 
already incarcerated. 

While thinking, why not include the class 
outside of prison. They are the ones with formidable 
psychology. They have discovered how to link mind with 
matter so well that their getaway is something great. 

What do you mean by their psychology? 

Only this. It is simpler than the word. The man who 
starts out to pursue crime in all its attractiveness has a powerful 
intellect for that one special job. He knows how to concentrate, 
as they call it. He does not let any little side issues block his 
direct thought and accomplishment. He is a pragmatist. 

Just as I thought. You are no better than the experts. 
Why use such dignified words? Why don’t you say he’s a big 
rogue and be done with it. 

My dear friend. I am only trying to dispel your fog. You 
seem not to know that the highest means can be subverted to 
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“Where was yer wounded, comrade?” 
“Somewhere in France ” 























Mr. Nuw:d—Sweetheart, did you make this biscuit out 
of the cookery book? 

Mrs. Nuw:d—Yes, love! 

Mr. Nawed—Well, | chought I tasted one of the covers. 





the basest uses. I am showing you that the essential criminal 
is just as bright as you and I. He may not be any brighter. 
But he really has one great advantage over you and me. He 
has the courage of his wits wherever they lead him, while we 
prefer less courage, if that is the word. 

Well. And does that evidence we are all of one stripe? It 
does so. It also shows that we all are empowered to do right 
as well as wrong. Also that we are saints or criminals, or some- 
thing between, in just that proportion to which our activities 
and manifestations of real character entitle us. 

That’s the idea. Just as I thought. The good want to be 
good, and the bad, bad. 

A mere matter of taste, 
—Tod Chenevix. 
Waste 

“Those people didn’t give you a wed- 
ding present, did they?” 

“No, they didn’t!” 

“You should have invited them only to 
the church. I told you at the time it was 
a waste of good money to ask ’em to the 
breakfast and reception.” 


No doubt. 
if you will. 


To Myself 
SPOKE aloud as a poet should 
What a wise man ought to say, 
And, though I knew that it was good, 
People turned away. 
Then to myself I breathed a word 
Which I could not understand, 
(nd in a twinkling people heard 
And took me by the hand. 


And by that simple touch of hand 
They answered my intent 
And I did not have to understand 
Exactly what I meant. 
—Witter Bynner. 


























SAFETY FIRST! 
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Disproving the Proverbs 
HERE WAS a young woman who lived 
in a shack, 
And all of her wages she put on her back. 
When folks called it foolish to act as she did, 
She merely smiled sweetly and bought a new 
“" 
She looked so bewitching, beguiling and fair 
She captured and married a young mil- 
lionaire, 
And now she rides out every day in her car— 
Which gives the old maxims a sizable jar! 
—Walter G. Doty. 


What They Want 
What the Allies want is simply this: 
the status quo ante-Wilhelm. 


Fair 
Mistress—You wake up promptly, 
don’t you, Bridget? 
The new cook—Sure, mum. Just give 
me a couple av shakes. 


Sidestepping Slackerism 
He—But if he marries now, won’t he 
be called a coward? 
She—Not if he marries her. 


"76—'17 
) the gallant old days of ’76 
When America rose in her might, 
Old Israel Putnam left his good plow 
f.nd galloped away to the fight! 


But the patriot-farmer of ’17 
Ties the Star-Spangled flag to his plow— 
To save and conserve and never to swerve— 
Is the way that they do it now! 
—Lida Keck Wiggins. 


Sunday School Patriotism 
Jennie—Jimmie, don’t you want to 
have any stars in your heavenly crown? 
Jimmie—Not unless I can have the 
stripes, too, by jingo! 


The Preference 

Willis—I wonder what branch of the 
service they will make the Pacifists serve 
in? 

Gillis—The olive-branch, no doubt. 

The Prussian Conscience 

The Prussian conscience is that still, 
small voice that tells the Prussian when 
England does something wrong. 
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“NO PEACE WITHOUT ANNEXATION” 








“Self-starters be darned! I'd give $10,000 right 
now for a good self-stopper!”’ 


Jokes 
Sillicus—Do you ever read the humor- 
ous features in the newspapers? 
Cynicus—Sometimes I glance over the 
weather indications and the list of mar- 
riages. 
At Last 
When the burning cross of our suffer- 
ings has burned down to the last ember 
we begin to draw women’s faces in the 
ashes. 
The Hidden Spring 
MEX call me old and bent and queer, 
But ah, their visions lie, 
For I am still no older, dear, 
Than when we kissed goodbye. 


The seasons come with cheer or chill 
To change the earth and sea, 

The seasons flutter up the hill 
But nothing changes me. 


Down deep within my secret heart 
This spring of youth is set; 

True lovers loving sometimes part, 
But never can forget. 


I’ve struggled up the narrow way, 
My head held high with pride, 

For through the longest, hardest day 
Love soldiered at my side. 


Men cannot kill with cannon’s breath, 
In hate and bloody strife— 

There is no death but passion’s death 
And love is all of life! —Jane Burr. 
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Congress—Now be patriotic and look like a pleased citizen. 


Realism-in the Films 


By LAWTON MACKALL 


HERE ARE certain things which we men have to face. 
T They may be always below the surface, never alluded 
to in conversation, and yet, however we try to steel our- 
selves, we cannot but know they are there. Even the most 
intrepid of us, confronted by such sights, can hardly escape 
being rattled. Lowering our eyes, we betray confusion. 
With women, however, it is quite otherwise: they wear 
these disquieting pink bows and similar lingerie-accoutrements 
with utter unconcern. 
And they are right. In war time every woman should do 
what she can toward eliminating the waist; , 


geology of silk strata and caught the quiet harmony of soft 
cords. We have been schooled in the whole fauna and flora of 
embroidery. In these philosophic speculations we have gone 
deeper and deeper, till lost in labyrinths of lace. 

Such object lessons, though brief, may affect a man’s career 
more than four years at college. 

Yet whatever may be our opinion regarding the economic 
and educational aspects of these revelations, this much remains 
certain: we have to face them. The question is, what should be 
our proper attitude toward them? Shall we ignore facts or 
acclaim them? Is it more tactful to confine one’s gaze to the 
ceiling? 

Who can say? The subject bewilders. To unravel it, a 

man would have need of the keenest 





and many of the waists we see nowadays i AEE 
appear to be unnecessary. If they were 
dispensed with, it would be hard to tell 
the difference. Further progress in this 
sort of economy could not fail to command 
the attention of those in authority. 

But even if a woman retain her waist, 
she can, if properly trained, cultivate 
under its glass-like transparency a com- 
plete hardy garden of rosettes and trellised 
ribbons. : 

This movement for the unfolding of —XiH 
womanhood is truly educational. Man- [4 
kind is learning. Before, we only guessed. [¢- 
There were opaque stretches between ¢ 
insertion and insertion. Now we see 
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vision. Perhaps the most plausible theory 
is that there exists a sort of tacit under- 
standing between the sexes, whereby it is 
f4 agreed that latent lingerie is to be seen 
'4 but not mentioned. 

oy 


Ed My Neighbor’s Sins 
: Y neighbor’s sins are always far 
7 More sinful than my own sins are. 


When Green skips out with Mrs. Black 
We cry, ‘What wickedness, alack!” 
Forgetting while we blame and fuss 
That her style ne’er appealed to us, 
And that we might ourselves take flight, 
If we’d a chance, with Mrs. White. 
What leaves vou cold sets me on fire. 
Who’s tempted not is—well, a liar! 











clearly. We have learned the mysterious The end of both War and Kaiser. 


Walter G. Doty. 
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doubtless mean! 

A man may buy his gas today quite freely, if he’s 

fixed to pay, and he may drive from here to Dan, and touch 

Beersheba, happy man. There is no limit to the gas, so long 
as he has got the brass. 

He drives up to the bright red pump, and cries, “ Ho, varlet, 
caitiff, chump! Fill up my tank with sparkling juice, and get a 
move on like the deuce! Here be the kroner and the yen! 
Farewell until I come again!” 

And then he hits the dusty track, and splits the speed laws 
down the back. 

But Uncle Sam, the prophets think, will put joy riding on 
the blink. He’ll want the country’s gasoline to run his truck 
and submarine, his engine small and engine big, his aeroplane 
and thingmyjig. Within a year official chaps, with large brass 
doodads on their caps, may run the pumps from which the gas 
in olden days was wont to pass. 

Then if you wish to buy some juice, some colonel’s permit 
you'll produce; you'll give the date when you were born, de- 
scribe your birthmark and your corn, and tell your mother’s 
maiden name, while some one’s measuring your frame. You'll 
get a quart of gas, perhaps, when passed by the official chaps, 
and you have taken solemn oath that you are sound or :ane, 
or both. 

When there’s no gas at any price, and all our cars are put 
on ice, war’s horrors will come home to us, and we will gnash 
our teeth and cuss! 

When up the dusty road we drill, and climb the 
steep and rocky hill, and travel streets without an 
end on spavined legs that creak and bend, we'll 
wish that weary war might cease, we'll offer fifty 
cents for peace. 

Old Dobbin may once more approach, to haul 
the surrey or the coach, and as we push his form 
along, we'll know that war’s a bitter wrong. Four 
miles an hour will be our speed if we’re reduced to 
such a need. We'll swat him roundly with the 
whip, in vain attempts to make him skip, and as 
his dusty back we crease, we'll offer sixty cents 
for peace. 

The theme’s too painful to proceed; I'll get 
my boat and show some speed 


| gee sale of gasoline—that’s what this war will 


African hunter 


The Chinatown Bus 
T IS neither smart nor speedy, but a poor relation seedy 
Of the racy little roadster and the lordly limousine, 

{nd the rubber tires are tattered, and the radiator battered, 

And the body mud-bespattered, which was once a vivid green. 
rime and wear have told together on the seats of dusty leather, 

Sagged and torn to show the stuffing, faded to a rusty brown, 
But around it hangs the flavor of the poppy and the savor 

Of the East and things forbidden—it’s the bus for Chinatown. 


Country couples honeymooning on the cushions slyly spooning, 

Tourists from the dairy districts have been closely crowded in, 
Thrilling at a cloudy vision of a stolen hour Elysian 

Where the key to dreams is hidden in a sticky pill of sin. 
Bumping, jolting through the traffic, where the narrow streets are 

graphic 

With celestial wares and figures, and the flaring arc-lights drown 
In a flood of radiance mellow from the lanterns red and yellow, 

Rolls the old sightseeing auto-bus that goes to Chinatown, 


It is haunted with chop suey, and the ghost of old Sing Luey, 

Jade and silk and Canton ginger, tongs and joss-sticks, tea and 
dope, 

Mandarins and dragon-banners, pipes and Oriental manners 
(Smooth as polished abalone, and as slippery as soap). 

Just an old sightseeing, shabby motor-bus, with cushions flabby, 
But the spirit of Confucius upon it travels down 

With the folks from Oklahoma, Scrapple Centre and Point Loma 
Hark! the horn is hoarsely hooting, “All aboard for China: »wn!" 

—Minna Irvin, 


EGG VIEW NOTES 
RIDAY afternoon, an agent in Pollywog made Muley 
Cannon think that the world wasn’t ever coming to an end 
and Muley bought a perpetual calendar of him. 

Just for a change, this season, Tink Nitz is making his 
garden as carelessly as possible, so his chickens will have a hard 
job running the same way the rows do. 

Nehemiah Knobrick wore a nobby, late-style, high-grade. 
new tight-fitting suit of clothes over to Cylindra Berger’s 
place, Monday night, to find out a secret piece of important 
news that Cylindra had for him. After taking his hat, Cylindra 
told him to sit down if he wanted to hear something. Nehe- 
miah quickly sat down, and they both heard something. 

Leslie Van Every. 










I don’t get what these blooming hyenas are laughing at, you know! 
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AT THE NEW YORK GOLF CLUB, LAKE GEORGE 


Jane—Yes, she says that rather than play with any of the men 
that are left, she prefers a lonesome. 


Jack—Since George enlisted, Kitty won’t play twosome any more. 


The Notion Counter 


By DOUGLAS MALLOCH 


T 50, when a man’s wife has about 
completed an expression of her 
opinion of him that has been a 

life-work, when his daughters have all 
married young men he especially dislikes, 
when all the chaps he knew in boyhood 
have gotten rich, when he has $827 out- 
standing in borrowed money and $3,984 
in bad accounts, is about the time that 
the minister comes around and reproves 
a fellow for not being sufficiently grateful 
for his manifold blessings. 

One drawback to being a parent is that 
your rest is constantly disturbed by your 
wife getting up to take care of the 
children. 

I often wonder what is the word in the 
German language for ‘“‘ dainty,’”’ and what 
it is doing there. 

It would be a good thing if some women 
believed in some religion as they do in 
some remedy. 

A good way to start something with an 
author is to ask him if he reads Harold 
Bell Wright. 

We haven’t observed any of the soldier 
boys chanting any vers /ibre. 


Some husbands expect a dining-car 
diet on a boarding-house allowance. 

Some people grow wiser as they grow 
old, and some impossible. 

Many a woman who stayed single was 
mighty good to some man. 

Where you eat depends on whether you 
want style or food. 

There are a lot of promises that are like 
summer thunder. 

Men who never try the truth are the 
most trying 

There is nothing sadder than a man 
who thinks he is funny. 

I wish that men with moustaches 
wouldn’t drink milk. 

*“On to Berlin!” cries an English editor. 
We are. 

Now somebody ought to invent a 
dirigible pig. 

The truth is mighty, but far from 
prevalent. 


Defined 
‘Pop, what is a fine military carriage? ”’ 
“British tank, my son.” 


Condiments 
“He is the salt of the earth.” 
** And she the pepper.” 


A Golfing Maid 
N the links yesterday 
I saw a maiden play; 
Oh, but she was a gay 
Lithe little lassie! 
Soothly, her “form” was neat! 
Fine “‘stance”’ of pretty feet! 
She had a “swing” complete— 
Driver or brassie! 


Voice that one might adore 

Whene’er she cried out “‘fore!’’ 

Though there were traps a score, 
Never a flutter! 

Then ’twas a dream to see 

With what dexterity 

When on the “‘green” would she 
Handle the putter! 


I am not much inclined 

To romance, but I find 

Some things that move my mind, 
Fair days or gruesome; 

Joy would my pulses stir, 

If I might, I aver, 

Play down life’s course with her 
A loving “twosome!” 


—Clinton Scollard. 


Socialism is German bureaucracy 
worked out to its logical delusion. 
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AN AIRPLANE VISITS YAPP’s CROSSING 
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BET WEEN 


By CYRIL 


‘6 ASN’T it lovely? So romantic! And mysterious! And 
she got the fella she wanted at last!” 


“But, Maggie, you must remember that a woman 
never has so many chances to get what she wants. It’s impossible, 
[I know. It’s just acting. Miss Rambeau is great, I'll admit. And 
the play gets you. But remember... ” 

And the two women passed on in the crowd 
leaving the Maxine Elliott Theatre. 

“Did you hear that?” the Inveterate First 
Nighter asked of the Critic, who was coming out 
with him. 

“Yes. And just for curiosity I should like to 
hear the rest of the colloquy, for they will keep it 
up. The older woman, who discouraged the en- 
thusiasm of the younger, looks as though she has 
a Past.” 

‘“* And the younger,” remarked the First Nighter, ‘seems from her 
appearance and companionship to be acquiring one. But the older 
woman was right in one thing. ‘The Eyes of Youth’ does get you—at 
last. I saw its premiére and here I am again.” 

“‘Well,”’ responded the Critic, “it didn’t get me. But I'll tell you 
this: the class of women we just heard commenting will flock to see it. 
Most women, for that matter, will take to it, for the feminine mind 
loves the mysterious; and even some of the straight-laced in their 
hearts adore the speculation in futures that Miss Rambeau, as Gina 
Ashley, is kindly permitted to make through the adventitious and 
baldly -theatrical kindness of a wandering yogi and his crystal. Look 
for a run of this nondescript piece.” 

“Some call it a melodrama.” 

“Maybe it is a melodrama. It is an impossible mixture from an 
artistic viewpoint. It is a variation—not without superficial interest 
—of the modern habit now and then to realize dreams and the super- 
natural on the stage. But how clumsily it is done! The first act is 
atrociously bad in construction, in dialogue, in everything that re- 
lates to drama-making. Yet the piece involves an idea that genius 
in authorship might have made artistically plausible.” 

““What do you mean?” 

“T mean that a genius might have given the episodes of the play 
in which the yogi figures something of a mysterious atmosphere, 
whereas they are now commonplace. But audiences will follow with 
interest the heroine’s careers as she pursues them after her crystal- 
gazing, with little thought of the fact that not even Oriental occultism 
furnishes any means by which a person can turn back repeatedly and 
begin life all over again after unfortunaté adventures. The operatic 
scene, aside from its representing the tendency of the theatre to imi- 
tate—recalls ‘The Great Lover,’ which was its inspiration—is trav- 
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esty; the scene of the schoolroom is burlesque; and to me the low- 
comedy father of the heroine is a laughable impossibility.” 

“But the acting?” 

‘*Miss Rambeau shows amazing artistic values in the various lines 
of life in which she is cast. It is a wonder that she does so much with 
her opportunities. Her final bit as a woman of the street is a gem of 
impersonation. She gives the pathological verities of a drug addict in 
such a manner as to invite the study of an alienist. The work of the 
other actors is as good as could be expected with their material. 
Macey Harlan is almost impressive in spite of the handicap noted. 
But why cavil? ‘The Eyes of Youth’ will hit ’em hard, and that is 
always the theatrical purpose.”’ 

“Yes, why cavil! Let’s be thankful that out of the fall crop of 
‘shows’ there are several really good ones. ‘A Tailor-made Man’ in 
itself would atone for a number of mediocrities.” 

“T agree with you there. Thal play is indeed capital. If there 
were many like it, my life as a dramatic critic might be a happy one. 
No such luck, however: there are always impossible plays to be sat 
through!” 

“But tell me. Don’t you think Grant Mitchell has developed a lot 
since his ‘It Pays to Advertise’ days?” 

““Very much. Then he seemed just a competent young actor play 
ing the rather conventional role of the snappy young American; and 
much that he did had the air of being merely good ‘ business,’ devised 
for him by the stage manager. Now one feels that Mr. Mitchell has 
himself created a role that is both new and subtly interesting—created 
it in the fullest sense of the word. The whole play is rich in personali- 
ties—the conceited yet threadbare theorist, the childlike old tailor and 
his grotesque Scotch helper, the veteran financier, the ‘almost society’ 
matron and her carefully coached daughter, the deliciously absurd 
English valet—to mention only a few of them—yet the character of 
this amazing John Paul Bart, who usurped a dress suit and ‘did the 
things Napoleon left undone,’ stands out above al! else. It is a fin- 
ished piece of art.” 

“H-m-m. That’s pretty strong 
praise for a professional fault- 
finder like you to express.” 

Thus warned, the Critic glanced 
about nervously to make sure that 
no one was eavesdropping. 

“The truth is,” he whispered 
half guiltily, “‘when I think of the 
way Grant Mitchell succeeds in 
outshining that remarkable cast, 
my enthusiasm gets the better 
of me.” 
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Weichenwarter Kerensky hat die russische Revolutionsmaschine 
suf das Offensivegeleise hinaber geleitet. 

Kerensky has switched the Revolution into offen 
sive. —Nebels palter (Zurich). 








7 : ~“ 





Nicholas—What are you playing ? 
Mrs. Nicholas—* The Light of Other Days.’’—Nev) 
Satirikon (Petrograd). 
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La Colombe Boche 


La Condanna finak 
The German Peace Dove.—La Victoire (Paris). 


rhe Final Sentence.—L’Asino (Turin). 
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What Makes the Sammies Laugh? 


They're reading about Sir | a i yy 


|UDGE 











4a Judge’s 
| Trench 


Christmas 


and the personal gift that is go- 




















| ing to each American Soldier 
at the Front. 
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Getting the Good Neus 


A box of good things 
| the things the boy wants more than he needs 
} | the kind of things he liked to get at home 
—|<>— the things that make him remember that Christmas still “is.”’ 





+ Judge has begun to fill his pack, the pack that is going to Europe full of good things for the boys at the front -candy and 
DB em sweets and talcum powder and matches—little luxuries for men to whom even comfort is a luxury. 


If the pack is to be full you must contribute. Every cent of your money will go into the purchase of the gifts, for all the 
clerical expenses and the shipping cost will be taken care of through the generous cooperation of The American Defense Society. 


| Won't You help, too? 





a 
ti No matter how small the amount.’ Subscriptions of a dollar and over will be listed in our col , unless the d requests 
J otherwise. Make checks payable to Leslie-Judge Co. Address 

: ' 

1 Reo / JUDGE’S Trench Christmas Fund, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York 
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PRESS CLIPPING 
BUREAU 


ROMEIKE’ We will send you all 


newspaper clippings which may appear about 
you, your friends, or any subject on which you 
may want to be “up-to-date.” Every news- 
paper and periodical of importance in the 
United States and Europe is searched. ‘Terms, 
$5.00 for 100 notices. 

HENRY ROMEIKE 


106-119 Soven.a ave. 


New York 
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Most Popular in Philadelphia 
13th and Filbert 


Near Everywhere 
250 Rooms and Baths, $2.00 up 


; Running ice water in every room 
4 
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Excellent Service in grill and café 
JAMES C. WALSH - - 


wae 


Manager 
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“MADE AT KEY WEST— 


THE MODERN WOMAN 








Suffrage Facts and Fancies 


CADOGAN ETZ 


By ANNA 


Feminism Versus Effeminacy 

F votes for women is but part and parcel 

of feminism, as is often charged, then fem- 
inism is no relative of effeminacy, and the 
dictionary will have to be revised if it is to 
keep up with the march of events. 

Recruiting figures the world over show that 
virility abounds most in provinces and states 
gone over to woman suffrage. In the United 
States how the equal suffrage West did put it 
over the East in furnishing promptly the re- 
quired number of soldiers! 

In Canada it is reported that the five prov- 
inces that have given the vote to women 
also gave every fourteenth man for war service, 
while in Quebec, where they still shudder at 
the mere idea of a woman holding a ballot in 
her hard, only one man in one hundred and 
thirty-six could be induced to shoulder a musket 
in defence of his mother country. 

John Stuart Mill long ago declared that the 
real obstacle to woman suffrage was that men 
were not yet ready to live with an equal. 
Evidently when they do reach that stage of de- 
velopment, they are strong enough for anything. 
They have a heart for any fate. 


Conservatism Not Born of Logic 
HE other day in Stockholm, Sweden, the 
conservative party returned two women to 
the city council. One was a suffragist and the 
other was an anti-suffragist. If she was indeed 
an anti-suffragist why wasn’t she home instead 
of running for office? 

Since the conservative man has announced 
in many tones and many languages that he 
does not believe that the vote should be thrust 
on unwilling women, why did the conservatives 
of Stockholm thrust office on a woman who did 
not even want to vote? For it must be ad- 
mitted that voting is a mild political debauch 
compared with running for and holding political 
office. 

Turn the incident about any way you like, 
and it fairly bristles with inconsistencies. It 
surely helps put the halo of truth about an 
extant definition of the conservative to the 
effect that he is a person who is opposed to the 
things he is in favor of. 


The Uncounted Female the Rule and Not the 
Exception 

F you had lived in Russia when serfdom existed 

and had owned a thousand female serfs, you 
would have stood zero on the credit list of 
social esteem. For, in those days, a man’s 
standing depended on how many souls he 
owned, and the female serf had this in 
common with more fortunate women—she had 
no soul. 

If you are a bird scout and start out when 
the dew is on the grass to increase your season’s 
record of identified birds and discover a rare 
and wonderful specimen quite unlike anything 


. 


JUDGER 


you have yet recorded, you may find on yoy 
return that your list is no longer for al! th 
sacrifice of your morning nap—for U.: |'y 
may be but the female of a male already 
your list. 

These are merely instances culled from fields 
far apart to illustrate the abiding fact tha 
females have never been considered worth 
enumerating; that for women to find them.} 
selves uncounted at the polling booth is no case | 
of isolated derogatory discrimination in favor of 
men. The uncounted female is one of the fixed 
phenomena throughout the long history of this 
weary and unintelligible world. 


Something That Woman Suffrage Won’t Chang 

HEN New York State proceeded to tak: 

a survey of its human military resources 
and, moved by an unwonted impulse of econ. 
omy, invited the women to help, various sorts 
of muddles occurred in various places and irate 
males wasted no time in laying the blame on 
the women. 

“In my district,” exclaimed one distracted 
male supervisor, “the muddle occurred because 
the women would not tell their ages.” 

“Isn’t that the freshest thing you ever 
heard?” promptly retorted a suffrage leader, 
young and impulsive, who knew what she was 
talking about because “part of it she saw, and 
part of it she was.” 

“Not a woman objected. It was the men 
who tried to wriggle out of telling their ages 
because they wanted to wriggle out of the 
draft.” 

So it appears that there is one thing that 
will not be changed by the entrance of women 
into politics: The pot will still call the kettle 
black. 


” 





The Poet Falls Down on His Data 
HEN the poet sang, “Man’s love is of 
man’s life, a thing apart. "Tis woman’s 
whole existence,’ it was before the days of 
regular census taking. 

The regular census has always been per 
fectly frank about the millions of women who 
lived on wages they earned themselves and 
the other millions of women whose existence [ 
was filled with housekeeping, love being for 





them the decoration or the lubricant, but 
never the “whole existence.”’ 
The military census now abroad in_ the 


land has not served to restore the prestige 
of the poet as an analyst of life. Millions 
of women have filed up to the desk of the 
taker of the military census and meekly 
written down what they did for a living 
and what other thing they could do 
an emergency. But not one blessed one 
of them has recorded thac their days were 
filled with love to the exclusion of other 
pursuits. Male and female on this point scored 
as one. 
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Shear Steal 











The Joke Recoiled—Riggs (facetiously) 
—This is a picture of my wife’s first 
husband. 

Diggs—Silly-looking guy! But say, I 
didn’t know your wife was married before 
she met you. 

Riggs—She wasn’t. This is a picture of 
myself when I was twenty-five.— Boston 
Transcript. 


In the Heat—Colonel Roosevelt told at 
the Plattsburg Training Camp a hot-weather 
story. “Today,” he began, “‘is like the day 
when the Major said to the Colonel: 

‘‘Colonel, I bet I’ve sweat 24 gallons 
this afternoon.’ 

‘‘Major,’ said the Colonel, ‘gentlemen 
don’t sweat—they perspire. Hosses sweat, 
sir. 

‘‘Then, by gum, Colonel,’ said the Major, 
‘I’m a hoss.’”—Washington Star. S 


Concealed Weapons—‘Isn’t that a 
sword cane you’ve got there, Sam?” 

“No, sah. Dat ain’t no sode cane, sah.” 

“Well, it looks like one. Sam, you know 
it’s against the law to carry a sword cane.” 

“Well, I isn’t breakin’ no lo’, sah. Dat 
cane I take when I goes t’ cullud balls, 
sah. It ain’t no sode cane; it am a razor 
cane, sah.’ —Yonkers Statesman. 


Her Father’s Profession—London 
children certainly get some quaint views of 
life. An instance of this recently occurred 
in an East End Sunday school, where the 
teacher was talking to her class about Solo- 
mon and his wisdom. 

“When the Queen of Sheba came and 
laid jewels and fine raiment before Solomon, 
what did he say?” she asked presently. 

One small girl who had evidently had 
experience in such matters promptly replied: 

‘’Ow much d’yer want for the lot?’’— 
New York Globe. 


Where He Fell Down—"Ye think a 
fine lot of Shakespeare?” 

I do, sir,’’ was the reply. 

‘An’ ye think he was mair clever than 
Rabbie Burns?” 

“Why, there’s no comparison between 
them.” 

“Maybe, no; but ye tell us it was Shake- 
speare who wrote ‘Uneasy lies the head 
that wears a crown.’ Now, Rabbie would 
never hae sic nonsense as that.” 

“Nonsense, sir!’’ thundered the other. 

“Aye, just nonsense. Rabbie would hae 
kent fine that a king or queen either disna 
ganga to bed wi’ a croon on their head. 
He’d hae kent they hang it over the back o’ 
a chair.""—Philadelphia Ledger. 


On the Surface—‘‘On the surface Ger- 
many looks all right, but underneath—down 
under the crust—believe me, it’s a different 
Story.” 

The speaker was John L. Wilkins, the Ger- 
man war correspondent. He went on: 

“Germany, presenting so delightful a sur- 
face to the world, reminds me of the man 
and woman at the shore. 

“This man and woman impressed every- 
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L.DOUGLAS 


“ THE SHOE THAT HOLDS ITS SHAPE” 


$3 $350 $4 $4.50 $5 +6 ‘7 “o 
You CanSave MoneybyWearing <‘f 
W. L. Douglas Shoes. The Best 4 
Known Shoes in the World. © 

.L. Douglas name and the retail price 

is stamped on the bottom of every pair 
of shoes at the factory. The value is guar- 
anteed and the wearer protected against 
high prices for inferior shoes. The retail 
prices are the same everywhere. They 
cost no more in San Francisco than they 
do in New York. They are always worth 
the price paid for them. 
















"The quality of W. L.Douglas product | AU 
is guaranteed by morethan 40 years 4) BOYS SHOES 
experience in making fine shoes. The y o150 a 





smart styles are the leaders in the fashion 

centresof America. They are made ina well-equipped factory at 
Brockton, Mass. ,bythe highest paid, skilled shoemakers, under the 
direction and supervision of experienced men, all working with an 
honest determination to make the best shoes for the price that 


money can buy. 
BEWARE OF FRAUD. None genuine unless 


“ W. LZ. 2 sey gy name os retail po is 
Who P. ed Sh stamped on the bottom. 2 NO SUBSTITUTE : 
™ Sey W . — Shoes. For sale by over 9000 shoe dealers and 105 W. L. Douglas 
Besides pegging his usual quota stores in the large cities. If not convenient to call at W. L. 
of shoes each day W. L. Douglas Douglas store, ask your local dealer for W. L. Douglas shoes. 


If he cannot supply you, take no other make. Write for booklet, 


was obliged to gather fuel to showing how to order shoes by mail, postage free. 





keep the fires going. President : 
= W. L. DOUGLAS SHOE CO 
: 145 Spark St., Brockton, Mass. 



































7 7 . 25 cents sends a b 
Light a pipe for our boys in the trenches 75 isnt sPshaces 
Enough to make one of our gallant defenders happy for a week. _ All the bother of mailing will be borne by us. Promi- 
nent magazines and newspapers stand back of this movement. The space for this advertisement is given free by the 
publishers of Les.ie’s and JupGE. A War Souvenir for You 


A feature of this Fund is that in each package is enclosed a post card addressed tothe donor. If these come back from 
those whose dreary days have been cheered by your kindness, they will be war souvenirs you will treasure forever. 


Send Your 25c NOW! Dive into your pocket Out comesaquarter. Mail it at once—currency, stamps or 
money order. The quicker it comes, the quicker our boys will have their smokes. A similar fund in England has sent 
over four million packages to soldiers and sailors. 


Send your contributions or make your checks payable to 


“OUR BOYS IN FRANCE TOBACCO FUND” 25 West 44th Street, New York 























Restful nights mean Resultful days - 


Faultless 
Pajamas “4 Night Shirts 
“The NIGH Twear of a Nation!” 














Net Prices 


Send for Diamond 
Book and net price list 
showing exquisite col- 
lection of superb dia- 
monds in and plat. 


saben eel 


clusters in elegant platinum 
mountings 


$250 
A | 








fits to Net prices direct to you, Get this 
Diamond ws, and ail this information. Write today. 


Burlington Watch Co., Dept. 2546, Chicago 


BUCKSKIN Tires 


From Factory To You 
These tires are made to stand the hardest 
usage on every road, in every climate, 
under every condition. With every one 
of them you get a ; 


4000- MILE 
GUARANTEE 
Scores of Buckskin users have got as high as 
10,000 miles. Approximately 80‘ of those 
who used Buckskins last year are using them 
again this season. in spite of their dura!) ility 
we are selling them to you at prices which are 
“the lowest in America Write today for 
free booklet and details of our special offer. 


THE t. AND ™. RUBBER CO. 



























Cross St., Carrollton, O. 
Western Dist. Office. 1486 8. Mich. Ave.. 
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“Aren’t You Coming Along ?”’ 


By JAMES MONTGOMERY FLAGG 





This clever pic- 
ture, in full colors, 
II x14, 
heavy 
for 
frame, sent 


paid for twenty- 


“mounted 


on a mat, 


the 


Pp rée- 


ready 


five cents. 














Judge Art Print Department 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 

















BECOME AN EXPERT 











Script Public Aecpantante in U. BeWany 

} trai wickly by mail 

tion tay sccountin 2 posttiona: Know Sexe sage of bookkeeping pina 
¢ Ce ee: A. (ex Be Secretary f 5 ioe Seeiewasre 
apeuptenee) and lars e Ld of gxperta. Low 

book o! ountanc: acts 

t A Uni +f ee til. 


este “The World's as ¢ Eatenston Unie iat 
[HOTEL WEBSTER |*9.y;4000S* 


Just off Sth Ave. 
The most beautiful of 
the City’s small hotels. Four minutes’ walk to 40 Theatres. Center 
of shopping district. Much favored by women traveling alone 
$2.50 up. Send for Booklet A. W. JOHNSON QUINN. 


WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


simple thing to patent? Protect your ideas, they may bring 
you wealth. Write for “Needed Inventions” and “How to 
Get Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co., 
Patent Attorneys, Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 

















body with the spiritual beauty of the relationship 
existing between them 

“**It’s a treat to watch ’em,’ a bishop said one 
day. ‘They’re married, of course?’”’ 

““*Ves,’ said a hotel man, ‘but not to each 
other.’”’—Philadelphia Bulletin. 


Patience—‘‘ Patience and perseverance will 
accomplish all things,”’ was the favorite saying of 
an old farmer. 

He had just made this remark in a train one day 
on the way to the market, when a pompous in- 
dividual in the next seat turned to him and said: 

“Nonsense, sir! I can tell you many things 
which neither patience nor perseverance can 
accomplish.” 

“Perhaps you can,” said the farmer, 
have never yet come across one thing.”’ 

“Well, then, I'll tell you one. Will patience 
and perseverance ever enable you to carry water 
in a sieve?” 

“Certainly.” 

“T would like to know how.” 

“Simply by waiting patiently for the water to 
freeze.”’—Topeka State Journal. 


“but I 


A Practical Painter—Park—What 
Field do for a living? 

W ood—He is a painter. 

“T might have known he was some sort of an 
artist.” 

“Why?” 

“He was mowing | his lawn when I passed the 
house this morning. 

“Ves. 

“And he said he was just eliminating a little of 
the foreground detail.’’—Youngstown Telegram. 


does 


Weird Argument — Rankin — Beanbrough 
surely does put up some weird arguments. 

Phyle —What’s his latest? 

“He is against all forms of courtesy.” 

“Why?” 

‘Because he broke a couple of teeth going over 
a ‘thank-you-man’ in his automobile.’’— Y oungs- 
town Telegram. 


A Thankful Soul 
I’m getting letters every day from certain gentlemen 
who tell me 
About the motor cars which they appear to think they 
ought to sell me; 
I don’t know why they feel that I am worthy of solici- 
tation; 
They seem to think that I could buy if I possessed the 
inclination; 
Although their postage is misspent, 
I thank them for the compliment. 


In every morning’s mail I find a notice that I have per- 
mission 
Provided I am so inclined 
edition; 
I’m always one of just a few to whom the chance has 
been extended, 
Because the agents seem to view my credit and my 
taste as splendid; 
Though I ignore their flattery, 
It’s nice of them to think of me. 


to purchase some de luxe 


In almost every mail I get a pamphlet from some 
broker, telling 
Me that he is inclined to let me in on something he is 


selling; 

I don’t know how they ever got the notion that I’m 
interested, 

Or why they think I have a lot of idle cash to be in- 
vested— 


Stil!, though their efforts are misspent. 
I thank them for the compliment. 
-S. E. Kiser, in Dayton News. 
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What They Laugh At Abroad 











—Penn’orth 0’ salt, please, mister, 
ouse is. on fire!” —Passing Show 


Small boy 
quick. Our 
(London). 

















Ghosts 
Gone is everything that nice is, 
Tartlets, cakes, eclairs and ices; 
You should hear the flapper utter 
What she thinks of—bread and butter! 
(But perhaps better not!) 
-Bystander (London). 





Brotherly Love 
Mother (to Jack, who has drawn lots with 
his twin-brother and won the choice)—Well, 
dear, can’t you settle which you want? 
Jack (after deep thought)—Ye-es, Mother, I 
think I want the one Bobby wants.—Punch 
(London). 


Fly in the Ointment 
May—Why the pout? 
Belle—I was just thinking what a horrid world 
this is. One must marry to get alimony. 
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With the College Wits 

road : 

— Nun-Too-True—TIgnats—I saw two 
nuns today who resembled each other a 

. eat deal. 

— Briteness—Huh; they must be sisters 

Ips Awgwan. 

3 A Definition—Salt water taffy —Summer 

a> conversation on the beach—Froth. 

: Good Reason—Professor—What do the 

ey buffaloes on the new nickels stand for? 

2 Voice from the dead—Because they have 


} not got room to sit down.—-Lampoon. 


' | Economy-—He—Shall I bring candy? 
mis She—I'd rather have chewing gum—it’s 
ig Shon more durable.-—Panther. 





Subscribe to the 
™% Red Cross & 


88 ae”: 











New nurse—How did you feel when you 
were falling, Lieutenant? 
} Lieut.—Deucedly upset, y’ know.—W idow. 


Hero and Leander Again P 
Than this true epic nothing’s grander, 
Poor Hero’s sad fate will outlive her; 
\ fruit stand magnate was Leander, 
Between the lovers was the river. 
Each evening when his trade abated 
' : He’d swim across to where she waited. 
t!/) None but the brave deserve the fair! 
For her he wrote Homeric verses 
\nd sprinkled bay rum on his hair, 
Nor heard her father’s curses. 
Till late, the hour never recking, 
lhey’d oft indulge in high-brow necking. 


—— —— 


Now Hero, Leo dear to guide, 

Would keep a lantern in the tower, 
But father, bent on homicide, 

One night shut off the candle power, 
And poor Leander, in the river, i : = 
Saw that his time had come to flivver. 


—= 


aa 











_—- 


For he had eaten none too wisely, 
His clothes were growing rather damp, : ‘a aaa ’ 5 7a0°7T y 

* So in this wat’ry aaa he J U DG E H AS TH E LA RG ES I C I RC U LA- 

s wi Was overcome by sudden cramp; eo 

—Well, |; Andas he Preoraaaa to the bottom, TION O FA NY HU MOROUS PERIODICAL 


The little fishes up and got’m. 
ther, I whe 
“Punch Envoi For Sale On All N tands 
The moral of this little fable oe ” aie 
Is not a chance and foolish whim: 
When you've just risen from the table Ten Cents Weekly 
Don’t try to venture in the swim! 
1 weal Remember when the others taunt 
Leander and the H— espont! —Record. 
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WEE THREE —A Mo ving Picture of War 
of @ movie is simost as full of ro vance end adv euture as the finished film 


4 ae makin 
off s.age’’ that never reaches 


itself Th ere's many a laughaod prank that happens ‘ 
the screen 
can meet vrour favorites in‘ormally in the columns of FILM FUN. Besides their 
chatty stories and the «trikine pictures of the new features soon to be released, you'll 
fied the magazine full of laughter and fun all its own. 


FILM FUN } 10 Contes a Copy 


Published by LESLIE. SubGe ‘CO 
225 Fifth Avenue New York 


THE UP-TO-DATE 
BEVERAGE 


CNWe9AGQ 














Evans \ | 


NON-INTOXICATING 











NO at srry oH LICENSE REQUIRED 
TE YOUR DEALER YOU WANT IT 
C. 4H EVANS & SUNS. ESTAS. 1786. HUDSON, N.Y. 


Try This Chest FREE 


The Ideal 
Xmas Gift 


Send for big 
catalog. V0 designs. 
Reduced prices— 
freight prepaid. Fac- 
tory to you. 16 days’ 
free trial. Krieg ant 
Piedmont RedCedar 
Chests protect furs, 
woolens an! plume 3 from moths, mice, 
dustanddamp. Ideal Xmasgiit. Every 
girl and woman wants one. Leste for gener ations 
Write toda) for our new Xmas catalog—postparid free 


Freight 
Siadeonns Red Cedar Chest Co., Dept. 3 Statesville, N.C. 
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HANDY 
TUBES 
1O¢ 


GLUE 


A HOUSEHOLD NECESSITY 








HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
PAPER WAREHOUSE 


Nos. 32, 34 an‘ 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouses : 
30 Beekman Street, New “ork, and +2 Clinton Street, Newark, N. J. 
ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 





Inventions Commercialized 


on cash and roya!ty basis Invento-s should write at once 


ADAM FISHER MFG. CO., 


2111 Railway Exchange St. Louis, Mo. 
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‘Passing the Mustard | 


SU a a RR 


Weak Defense—An angry mother held 
her little son by the hand, and held a menac- 
ing cane. “I'll teach you to tie a kettle to 
the dog’s tail,” she said. 

“It wasn’t our dog,” said the boy. 


‘neat 
‘ —_— 





; 


“No, but it was our kettle,” said the 
thrifty mother.—Topeka Capitol. 

An Inspiration—‘‘Mammy, what yo’ 
goin’ to gib me on mah birthday?” 

“Nuffin’, if yo’s good, chile.”—Brooklyn 
Citizen. 

A Mental Flapjack—*‘She seems to 


look upon my proposal as a sort of flapjack.” 
“How so?” 
‘Says she’ll turn it over in her mind.” 
Kansas City Journal. 


THE MERRY MUSE 
Why Should You Swear at Golf? 
Do I employ golf language? No! 
In difiiculties still I show 
Restraint, both due and seemly, 
No game for hasty man it is: 
I take, the proudest man alive, 
My stance, address, and then contrive 
With one wil.) swoop to miss my drive. 
Yet | vite =e profanities 


though 


There’s nothing like my putting, but 

Suppose, I miss a one-foot putt, 

To know that I but say “‘Tut-tut! 
Is precious as a carcanet. 

Then when I use the lofter, which 

Should send the ball at high, far pitch, 

(nd yet that trickles to the ditch, 
“Dear me!” is my remark on it. 


” 


But when you've bunkered, miss the ball, 
Break all your dashed clubs, one and all, 
To reach it, in the bushes fall. 

(You will, my certain knowledge is!) 
Then, as it seems, 
Sit down, where it is gorsiest, 
Tell me 

Would you but chant doxologies? 

M.S. in London Chronicle. 


with eager zest 


this is my one request 


Busy—‘Is Mr. Flubdub busy?” asked 
the diffident customer. 

“Mr. Flubdub is always busy,” 
the pompous attendant. 


“Well, let him stay busy.” 


replied 


And that’s how Mr. Flubdub lost a big 
order.— Louisville Courier-Journal. 
But Then—*But isn’t your son rather 


young to join the army?” 
“Well, he is very young, 
going to join the infantry. 


SC ript. 


Johnny’s Idea—‘ Johnny, when I tell 
your father what a naughty boy you've 
been today he will punish you severely.’ 

““Have you got to tell him, ma?’ 

“Ves, and I shall tell him immediately 
after dinner.” 

“Well, ma, give him a better dinner 
than usual, won’t you? You might do that 
much for me.” —Washington Post. 


but then he’s 
Boston Tran- 


Visitor When writing about China, do 
you refer to it as a Republic or a Monarchy? 
Editor—Always the opposite to what it is 





Next 
Week! 


« JUDG 


It will have an up-to-the-minute cover by 


ORSON LOWELL, 
| entitled 


| “CON VOYED" 


and its other contents and illustrations will 


be pungently timely, the Great War being 





| the dominant subject. Pictures by 
| FORBELL 
M. GREINER 
DON HEROLD 
R. B. FULLER 
CALVERT 
KEMBLE 
C. W. ANDERSON 
P. L. CROSBY 
WALTER cde MARIS 
| FLOHRI 


J. CONACHER 
WILL ANDERSON 
LAUREN STOUT 
TONY SARG 
R. S. Van RENSSELAER 
HAL BURROWS 


CLARA R. WESTMACOTT and others 
The Text will be sprightly and timely, by 


WALT MASON 
BENJAMIN De CASSERES 
LEE SHIPPEY 
W. E. NESOM 
LESLIE VAN EVERY 
CLINTON SCOLLARD 
W. R. BENET 
MORRIS WADE 
GEORGE BINGHAM 
ELIAS LIEBERMAN 








ELLIS O. JONES 
And others who have assisted in giving JUDGE its 


position as the leading humorous and satirical 
magazine in America 
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at the moment. It’s bound to be the other 
by the time the article gets into print.— 


Buffalo Express. 


“Who was that very disagreeable man at 
\frs. Gaddy’s who was contradicting every- 
yo”? 
“He? 
moved. 


“How did you manage to do it?” —Balti 
more American. 


Oh, that’s my cousin once re- 


And while on the subject of brides, a 
Virginia bride has been locked up and 
kept away from the bridegroom. That 
loud snickering you hear is the locksmith, 
doubled up out behind the house.—Buffalo 


News. 


“Dear, | saw a dream of a bonnet which 
cost only $50.” 

“All right. Hand me that dream book 
and I'll write a check for you to buy it in 
your sleep.” —Baltimore American. 


Occasionally the busy man pauses in his 
work long enough to wonder how the soci- 
ety editors discovered that Cupid’s first 
name is Dan.—Chicago News. 

Belated Praise 
I know a man whose gifts are great, but I’ll not 
name him now—I’ll wait 
Until he dies; 
The fashion is to save the praise which might 
make smooth the rougl *r ways 
For him who tries. 


I know a man whose deeds are such that other 
people owe him much, 
But I must strive 
lo keep from letting it appear that I perceive— 
I must not cheer 
While he’s alive. Dayton News. 
The Viewpoint—‘There’s no fun in 
automobiling nowadays.”’ 
“Too many cars?” 
“No. Not enough pedestrians.” —Buffalo 
Express. 


Not the Usual Call—Ann—Jack drove 
his car up to our house quietly, knocked at 
the door, and asked the maid if I were 
ready. 

Nan—Why? Was his auto siren broken? 
—Buffalo Express. 


A Narrow Audience—*‘I want to reach 
people in all walks of life.”’ 

“That’s a narrow audience, old man. 
Better include all makes of cars.’’—Houston 
Chronicle. 


Losing Time 


“A lot of pretty girls are 


+ S0lng to volunteer to work in gardens. Have 


you started one?”’ 
.. No. Where’s my _ spade?”—Kansas 
City Journal. 


Accommodating Husband — Wife — 


, ‘an you let me have a little money, John? 


Hub—Certainly, my dear. About how 


little-— Boston Transcript. 


Impossible—Short—I say, old man can 


| you lend me $10? 


aa _ ; : 
Longley—Impossible. I’ve tried to lend 
you money several times, but you always 
seem to look upon it as a gift.—Cleveland 
Press, 
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If you can draw a little and want to 


draw more, you have an opportunity 
to learn at small expense to yourself. 


4 











p|| Eugene Zimmerman has an es- 
@ tablished reputation as a cartoonist. 


He has put some of the tricks of his 
trade into a book, 








“Cartoons and Caricatures” 
$1.00 


9-22 BRUNSWICK BUILDING 


ZIM BOOK 225 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK CITY 


bound neatly in 34 morocco, which will 
be sent to you prepaid on receipt of . 
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“War Babies”’ 


“FIRST NATIONAL BANK,” 
by James Montgomery Flagg, 
and “WAR BABIES,” by || 

Will Rannells, are two Judge covers 

that our readers have liked very much. 

They have been made up into Art 

Prints, mounted on a heavy mat, || 

9x 12, ready for framing. | 





Both pictures are printed in full colors, =| 
exactly as they appeared on the covers 
of Judge, and they make an attractive || 
decoration for any room. 


Fifty cents brings both the prints, post 
free, or if desired, either will be sold 
separately for 25c apiece. 


























225 Fifth Ave. 
NEW YORK 
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Judge Art Print Department | 
225 Fifth Ave., New York City 3 
Enclosed find 50c (25c). Please send me “War : 
Babies,” and “First National Bank.” ; 


Name.... 


Address 


| 
7 Re) Hi AA aaa ' 











Stories 





With 


Smiles 











Of Course They Would—Election time 
was drawing near and an enthusiastic politician 
was addressing his constituents in a frenzied 
speech. Not a few of his assertions, reduced to 
cold thought, were diametrically opposed to one 
another, but each proposal was received with ap- 
plause. A Judge turned to his companion and 
said: ‘“‘This reminds me of the Irish leader who 
was cheering his men on to battle. ‘Min,’ said he, 
‘ye are on the verge of battle an’ I want to ask ye 
before ye start, will yez fight or will yez 
run?’ 

“We will,’ came a chorus of eager replies. 

“**Which will yez do?’ says he. 

“*We will not,’ says they. 

“*Aha, thank ye, min,’ says he; ‘I thought 
ye would.’”—Philadelphia Ledger. 


A Thoughtful Cook—tThere is a certain 
Brooklyn man who takes a great interest in his 
household. So the other day, just before he left 
his office, he telephoned to his wife to ask whether 
she wanted him to bring anything home. 

“Yes,” said the wife. “I wish you would stop 
and get some tea. And you might as well, while 
you're about it, get a set of china, too.”’ 

“China?” gasped the husband. 

“Yes. Of course, we’ve got some, but cook 
says there’s not enough to last the week out.’’"— 
Harper’s Magazine. 


A Young Financier—A pretty young school- 
marm who teaches a first-grade class in a school 
of the northwest section of the city is telling a 
funny story on herself that happened just before 
the close of the term. She had some visitors on 
the afternoon in question, and thought she would 
show them what a good class she had. Calling on 
a bright little fellow at the rear of the room, she 
said to him: “Johnny, if I gave you two cents 
and your father gave you three cents, how much 
would you have?” 

“Seven,” promptly replied Johnny. 

The teacher blushed painfully, but thought 
she would try again: “ You can’t have understood 
me, Johnny. Now listen, and I will repeat the 
question. If I gave you two cents and your father 
gave you three, how much would you have?” 

“Seven,” said Johnny again, and with the 
same promptness. 

“TI am surprised at you, Johnny,” said the 
teacher. ‘“‘How on earth would you have 
seven?” . 

“T got two in me pocket,” said Johnny.— 
Chicago News. 


Jimmie the Joker—‘ Jimmie?” 

“What, mother?” 

““Where are you?”’ 

“Tn the kitchen.” 

“What are you doing?” 

“Pulling the leaves off the calendar.” 
“Why in the world are you doing that?”’ 
“Just for pastime.’ —Youngstown Telegram. 


Not So Easy—Here is a story our wounded 
boys have brought back from the front about 
Sir Douglas Haig. ' 

Sir Douglas was, some few weeks ago, in a 
great hurry to get to a certain place. He found 
his car, but the chauffeur was missing. So Sir 
Douglas got in the car and drove off by himself. 
Then the driver appeared and saw the car disap- 
pearing in the distance. 

‘“‘Great Scott!” cried the driver, “‘there’s ’Aig 
a-driving my car!” 


“Well, get even with him,” said a Tommy 
standing by, “and go and fight one of ’is battles 
for him.” —Tit-Bits. 


Following the Text-Book—A teacher asked 
her class to write an essay on London. She was 
surprised to read the following in one attempt: 

“The people of London are noted for their 
stupidity.” 

— young author was asked how he got that 
idea. 

“Please, miss,” was the reply, ‘‘it says in the 
text-books the population of London is very 
dense.’”’—New York Globe. 


Introduction Needed—Fora long time Claw- 
son had been thirsting to tell Blobkins tha‘ he and 
George Washington had nothing in common, but 
had never found an opportunity. One day, how- 
ever, they met at the academy and stood together 
gazing at a lovely little statue. Clawson turned 
to his catalogue. 

“Ah,” he said, “this is ‘Truth’!” Waving a 
hand towards the statue, he said: “Truth, allow 
me to present my friend, Mr. Blobkins! I feel 
sure you two have never met before! ””—London 
Answers. 


All in the Shuffle—A Government official 
was discussing the morality of certain war- 
profiteers. 

“Their morality reminds me,”’ he said, “of a 
professional gambler who always won at cards, 
whereas at the races he always lost.” 

“**Oh, pshaw, George,’ his wife said to him one 
day, ‘you make me tired. Why is it you always 
bring home a horse-collar roll when you play 
poker and turn up broke when you play the 
horses?’”’ 

“*My love,’ said George quietly, ‘I don’t 
shuffle the horses.’”—Washington Star. 





In New York Theatres 








Business Before Pleasure—Eltinge. Highly laughable adven- 
tures of Potash and Perlmutter in filmdom. 

Cheer Up-—Hippodrome. Mammoth vaudeville and spec- 
tacle. 
Country Cousin, The—Gaiety. Comedy depicting the virtue 
of the West and the villainy of the East. ‘ 
—— Artificial melodrama of modern society 
life. 

De Luxe Annie—Booth. Interesting mystery play. 

Eyes of Youth—Maxine Elliott. See ‘“‘ Between Curtains.” 

Good Night Paul—Hudson. Farce with music. 

Hitchy-Koo—Liberty. Raymond Hitchcock's greatest suc- 
cess. 

Inner Man, The—Cort. 
with Wilton Lackaye. 

Lassoo, The—Belasco. 
comedy. 

Leave it to Janc—Longacre. 
formed into a musical show. 

Love o' Mike—Casino. Musical success from last year. 

Lucky O’Shea—30th St. Romantic Irish comedy. 

Man Who Came Back, The—Playhouse. Successful melo- 
drama continuing record run. 

Mary's Ankle—Bijou. Overacted, yet fairly amusing farce. 
Masquerader, The—Lyric. Very effective dramatization of 
popular novel. 
Mavtime—Shubert. 

play with music. 
Oh, Boy!—Princess. Smart musical comedy at close range. 
Passing Show—Winter Garden. Sumptuous vaudeville that 
is not for babes. 
Pawn, The—Fulton. Walker Whiteside in tense drama of 
intrigue and diplomacy. 
Peter Ibbetson—Republic. 
From last season. 7 
Polly with a Past—Belasco. Comedy by Bolton and Middel- 
ton. Produced Sept. 6. 
Rambler Rose—Empire. Julia Sanderson and Joseph Caw- 
thorn in musical comedy made to fit them. 
Tailor-Made Man, A—Cohan & Harris. Extremely clever 
comedy on theory that clothes make the man. : 
Very Idea, The—Astor. Amusing farce based on eugenics. 
What Happened to Jones—48th St. Revival of old-fashioned 
farce. 


Effective drama of regeneration, 
Moderately entertaining society 


“The Coilege Widow” trans- 


Exceptionally charming and well-acted 


Unusual play acted by star cast. 
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tempt: 7 
for their | EMRE JST 
got that , : 
ONSERVATION is a national watchword. 
sin the | Apply it to shoes and you have the best 
~ reason in the world for Rinex Soles. 
Rinex saves. Rinex wears longer. Rinex adds 
heal life to your shoes. Rinex is flexible, resilient, easy 
non, but to walk in, damp-proof, good-looking. 
ner: Buy new shoes with Rinex Soles. Whatever 
1 turned you pay for them, Rinex makes them worth 
wi more by lengthening their service. 
aving a : : 
h, allow Ask your repair man to resole your shoes with 
A feel Rinex. Cost is no more than for leather and the 
— increased wear is a paying investment. 
Look for RINEX stamped in the shank—then you are sure of the 
= genuine. Rinex Soles are made in white, tan, black and the new oak 
' official color, which has the exact appearance of oak-tanned so/e leather. 
in War- All Rinex Soles are the same quality. There is only one Rinex. 
P LoS 7 
, “ofa 4A™\ United States Rubber Company 
| cards, | Redes Sole and Heel Dept., 1790 Broadway, N. Y. 
‘ Si 60 High Street, Boston 
1im one 
always eg - 
uu play = ae pn a LN 
lay the 
“|!|Leslie’s War Servi Busi M 
| dont 
estie § ar ervice to Ustness en 
“| Commercial opportunities for American business 
PS men abroad—especially in South America — were 
anal never better than they are today. 
e adven- All that is needed is the advice of an expert to 
od ogee bring supply and demand together. This expert advice 
all is yours for the asking. Dr. W. E. Aughinbaugh, 
. Professor of Foreign Trade at New York University, 
Pa 2 and Editor of the Export and Promotion Department 
a” of Leslie’s, has helped thousands of American mer- 
chants to sell their goods abroad. As a reader of 
on Leslie’s his department is at your service, gratis. 
eration, 
society Dr. Aughinbaugh has sold goods in nearly every 
ape civilized country in the world. He is in close touch 
> with the foreign market, and his familiarity with 
"I ; conditions abroad based on personal experience make 
| it possible for him to answer, or to find the answer 
joey to, any problem that may confront the exporter. 
ition ol : 
ll-acted Have you a product that you think might “go” in 
ange. South America? 
lie that 
ama of Do you know how to reach the representatives from 
aie — foreign houses anxious for American goods—perhaps the 
asa SENDING SISAL TO THE MARKETS OF THE WORLD very thing that you manufacture ? 
» Caw If you have an export problem you can’t solve, submit it to the Export Department and it will receive Dr. Aughinbaugh’s personal attention. 
clever 
aa LESLIE’S EXPORT DEPARTMENT 
hioned 225 Fifth Avenue W. E, AUGHINBAUGH New York City 














The Mildest tobacco for 
cigarettes is [urkish. 


lhe Best tobacco for cigarettes 
is Turkish. 


Don't pay 10 Cents for anybody's ciga- 
rette until you ve tried “Helmar.” a fasci- 


nating, elevating. gentleman's smoke 


db . Vakers of the lhuhest Grade Turki 
Bn Ly rod nt £ qyptan Caparettes ut te War 








